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Ripens thy godlike vigour, and bestows
A heat intense as that with which he glows;
From his kind beams thy kindling ardour came,
Who lent the spark, then nursed it to a flame.

Now nations whom no summer suns beguile,
(Rough with the shaggy bear's enormous spoil,)
Attentive hear the story of thy fame,
Forget their clime, and glow at William's name.
Beneath their breast, as thy great battles roll,
Each feels new heat, and burns beneath his pole.
Thy godlike deeds each freezing arm inspire,
And, warmed by thee, they ask no other fire.
See, the great chief1 whose empires sketched around
Nature alone can shut, and oceans bound,
Forsake his snowy realms, his chilling skies,
And marks the hero with astonished eyes.
His eyes the awful warrior round explore,
And in his looks he reads his battles o'er.
The vast idea carrying to his view
The forts he stormed, and millions that he slew.
Here great Namur, and there the bleeding Boyne,
With slaughter swelled, present their numerous slain 3
While to Seneff his thoughts in raptures run,
Where both deserved the palm, which neither won.
How great his mien! what port his steps maintain!
Rising he moves, and awful treads the plain:
Stern majesty sits lowering on his face,
With comely terror mixed, and frowning grace.

So with Evander, when his royal guest,
(A lion's curling mane his shoulders dressed,)
His hand in leagues of holy friendship joins;
Thus fierce he looks, and thus majestic shines.

As William's deeds the hero entertain,
Quick beats his heart, and swells each bursting vein 5
The blood more sprightly runs its circling rounds,
And flaming through the purple channels bounds $
The Britons' triumphs rising to his view,
He glows, he fights, and seems to triumph too.
In thought elate, he now the foe distains,
And drives the Tartar o'er the Russian plains.
But hear! what joyful shouts at distance rise.
Break through the air, and doubling fill the skies;
With William's name the hollow shores rebound,
And echoing vales repeat the darling sound:
No more fair Albion, on the beach reclined,
With tears augments the seas, with sighs the wind:

1 The Czar of Muscovy.